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^JLOLIIOJustice, the heart, and the sword, the arm Like sparkling jewels adorn: Blights and ills are like fleece Before the glance of Her fiery eyes. And therefore, Oh ! ye men of this world. Rid of rancour, guile and fraud, Cry 'Refuge' in Her called 'Shakthi', Cry 'Om Shakthi ! Om Shakthi ! Om !
